DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
five years later the Berlin correspondent of The Times, Ebbutt,
could be thrown out like a dog, without any charge being made
against him, and all that happened was that ca deplorable im-
pression' was said to have been made on the British Government.
Since then British Governments have spent much time deploring
this and that, especially in deploring 'the methods used' in
Abyssinia and China and Spain and Austria and Czechoslovakia,
indeed so much deploring is done that I should think a Wailing
Wall might be built for the purpose in Whitehall, but all this
deploring doesn't help either British correspondents abroad or
small nations, and if these tears are inevitable I should think you
might employ a tame crocodile to shed them.
The consistency of The Times, before the last war, in calling
attention to the danger that threatened England from Germany
possibly did not do a great deal of good, for England was as
unready as she could be when the war broke out and only survived
destruction in it by the skin of her teeth. But this, as it seems to
me, was due to the system of government in England, by which
the sweets of office continually circulate among a very small class
of people who have no outstanding qualifications but have a claim
to high employment through membership of a sort of intangible
but exclusive club, the conditions for admittance to which are not
merit, but birth, money, inter-relationship, common interest,
titles, and education at one of a few ring-fenced schools and
universities.
You cannot exclude the masses of the people from the govern-
ment of the country and still have government in the interests of
all; you cannot expect from such a system energy and a social
conscience, but only indolence and decay, and the English scene
to-day, with nearly two millions of unemployed, with slums and
derelict areas that for soul-killing squalor have hardly their like
in the world, is the proof of this.
The lessons of the war, of the Somme and Passchendaele,
have been forgotten. The opening of Parliament, to judge from
your picture papers, is a kind of mannequin parade of diademed
dowagers; where, in these weird pageants, are the masses of
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